THE  SILENT  ISLE

TH-S Silent Isle, I name it; and yet in no land in
which I have ever lived is there so little sight and
sound of water as here. It oozes from field to
drain, it trickles from drain to ditch, it falls from
ditch to dyke, and then moves silently to the great
seaward sluice; it is not a living thing in the land-
,scape, bright and vivacious, but rather something
secret and still, drawn almost reluctantly away,
rather than hurrying off on business of its own.
And yet the whole place gives me the constant
sense of being an island, remote and unapproach-
able ; the great black plain, where every step that
one takes warns one of its quivering elasticity of
soil, runs sharply up to the base of the long, low,
green hills, whose rough, dimpled pastures and
old elms contrast sharply and pleasantly with the
geometrical monotony of the immense flat. The
village that I see a mile away,s on a further pro-
montory of the old Isle, has the look of a straggling
seaport town, dipping down to wharves and quays;
and the eye almost expects a fringe of masts and
shipping at the base ok the steep streets. Then,
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